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DEDICATION. 

SAND AND THE BAYS. 

She crowned my hair wUk sand; I wonder will 
She ever twine her hand amid the bays, 
And ever render unto me the praise 

Without which all men's praise, alas, is nil, 

But which is potent by itself to fill 
To the fiill the flowing current of my days : 
Was it an omen for my future lays. 

An evil omen, that she chose to spill. 
And twine amid my locks a sandy wreath ? 

Have I, in fact, as Keats in humble thought 

Deemed that in water he his name had wrought, 
To shifting sand of poetry made bequeath ; 
And will the foamy, white, advancing teeth 

Of Time bring both myself and mine to nought ? 
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SAND AND THE BA YS. 



Will she be favourable ? she, who crowned with sand 
My head, too happy to be touched at aJl 
By what her hand had touched to care to call 

Out, " Stay, sweet, choose a less ill-omened band 

Wherewith to bind my brow." I seem to stand 
Before her, yea, before my Queen alone, 
And into nothingness the world is thrown 

For the time, and only two possess the land j 
I offer her my book ; I think that she 

Will smile to recognize a flower or two • 

We plucked together, set in frame-work new, 
And many buds and blossoms she will see 

Unseen before, and leaflets not a few. 

And will she, think you, cast a glance on me ? 
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LOVE. 

J SERIES OF SONNETS, 

FAIR EYES. 

Fair eyes of women many had I seen, 
Eyes deep as darkness, bright as noontide ray, 
And others bluer than the depths of day, 

Bluer than turquoise-jewels of a queen, 

But none so sweet, so wonderftil, I ween, 

With power to quicken, power to pierce and slay, 
A twin-bom wonder, green and brown and gray. 

Three colours blended, mixed in loveliest sheen ; 
Gazing in awe I saw myself therein, 

My past and future mingled into one, 
A picture haimonized from taint of sin, 

A poem finished, or a race well run, 
The melody I long had gasped to win, 

A moon completed, a full-circled sun. 
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Nor have I ceased to wonder at those eyes, 

Nor have they lost their power to make me tremble, 
My sweet love-shivering I cannot dissemble, 

Nor can I meet them yet without surprise ; 

Most wonderful ! were all the thoughts that rise 
Within me to be told with facile fingers. 
Would still remain some loiterer that lingers, 

A fancy that eludes, a form that flies ; 
Had I the minds all blended into one 

Of all the poets who have touched the ages, 
That mind would not suffice to get it sung. 

To tell the beauty which my soul engages, 

To tell the torments which my heart have wrung. 

Though I should rustle through ten thousand pages. 
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'FAIR EYES. , 



How can one ever hope to get it sung, 
A beauty which for ever is deceiving us. 
First wiling forth our worship, and then leaving us 

With minds embittered and wiUi heart-strings wrung ; 

The vision, when it beaiped upon us, stung 
Our being into songfubiess, achieving 
A gladness of possession past believing, 

Next into emptiness our souls it flung ; 
The wonder still is borne upon the breeze, 

Moves on the hill-top, shines upon the sea. 
Still ripples in the river and the trees, 

Looms forth at twilight from the lonely lea, 
The sorrow of it is that no one sees, 

And dumb for ever are the souls that see. 
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The souls that da see, only see by snatches, 

Ixing intervals of blindness lie between, 

In vain they strive to get behind the screen 
With stealthy footsteps, gently lifted latches — 
With hand that trembles, and with pen that scratches 

To rid them of the wonder they have seen ; 

For Beauty, see you, reigns a sovereign queen, 
The purest on her errands she dispatches. 
The highest to her kingdom she attaches, 

Herself, be certain, she will not demean, 

By Purity alone is Beauty seen. 
And nature like to like for ever matches ; 

King Truth and Monarch Goodness you may sever 
Each from the other, both irom what is pure. 

Queen Beauty in the ether rules for ever, 
The slightest sin^^tain she will not endure. 

Breathe taint upon her fairness, she will never 
Return to grace your dwelling-place, be sure. 
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Backward Queen Beauty darts her maiden glances— 
With Ups that quiver as she glances bade, 
The staring poet pajits along her track, 

With feet tiiat flutter, and with heart that dances ; 

The distance all her loveliness enhances — 
He sinks exhausted, footsteps growing slack — 
She waits him at some turning of the track. 

Till once agjun his heart for pleasure prances ; 
So goes it, but from time to time he catches 

Some cadence of the melody she sings, 
Gleam in upon his soul in fitful snatches 

Dim-seeming glimpses of mysterious things, 
The odour of her hair his soul attaches 

More madly than aught else that being brings. 
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How madly I love Beauty ! I would grasp her 
With greedy grasp of passion-shaking hands, 
' As proudly as a long-lost lover stands, 

So standing, to my bosom I would clasp her ! 

What recks the soul of shipwreck or disaster. 
If haply in the end himself may win her, 
She daintiest of maidens, he a sinner. 

If hope abides of winning at the last her, 
If her sweet image in his soul resides — 

A heart fenshrined-shrine at which to kneel. 
As year by year, life's liver onward ghdes. 

Around it strains of music ever peal, 
Son as the sheep-bells, stroi^ as ocean-tides ? 
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For those iDdeed who once have seen her splendour. 

And known it, no alternative remains, 

For ever doomed to suffer endless pains, 
Or else in emptiness their souls surrender. 
That Beauty in a vision may engender 

The new-bom power of singing endless strains ; 

A gasping gush of melody she rains 
Upon them — they must force it forth, or never 

Win rest, or cushioned couch, or conscious ease — 
Their souls from Beauty they will not dissever. 

The stem-eyed goddess they cannot appease. 
Save by a manful choice to sing for ever 

All that, and nothing save what, she shall please. 
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PSYCHE AND MERCURY, ONE OF 
RAPHAEL'S FRESCOES. 

A FACE that, as it seems to me, combines 

All beauties of expression into one ! 

As shines upon the sea the summei sun. 
With rippling laughter it for ever shines ; 
Gaze only with intensity, the lines 

Will shift themselves before you ; I could swear 

I've seen it move as I was standing there. 
And look to me and spe^ to me by signs ; 

And then the wonder of the black^brown hsur. 
And gleamii^ glory of the green-grey eyes ! 

I never see the picture, I declare. 
Without a gasp of soitow and surprise, 

Surprise that I have found a face so fair, 
Sorrow that 'tis not mine in anywise. 
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THE SONG OF THE BLIND POET. 

It sootheth me on love's delights to linger. 

They're txue for some one else, if not for me, 

I cannot sing in any other key, 
At least, I'll point them out with passionate finger, 
A voice, an imseen sound, a sightless singer, 

I'll teach them what to take and what to flee, 

A Finger-Post, a Light-House in the sea. 
Of joy to all men but myself a bringer ; 

There was a world of wonder and of daytime, 
/found it, men that live will find it, feir. 

For them will gleam the greenery of Maytime, 
And laughter leave an echo in the air, 

For them the hours of work and pleasant playtime, 
For me the inactive deeps of dull despair. 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



BLOWN BUBBLES. 
I MAY not see you, love, but I will greet you 

With sweet blown bubbles, kisses of my rhymes ; 
Sleepless, my thoughts shall wander forth to meet you— 

At odorous hours of dusk, at evening-times, 

A vesper-song, a fairy peal of chimes, 
Borne in upon your hearing they shall reach you, 
Take form, and falling at your feet beseech you 

To breathe a prayer for a lover in lonely climes ; 
I would, ray love, that fancy's troop of kisses 

M^ht fall upon you like a gentle dew, 

A shower of shaken rose-petals, or a crew 
Of elves to pelt you with bewildering blisses 
And cowslip-balls, beneath sweet warm abysses 

Of hay to smother you, as we used to do 
In the hot hazy afternoons in hay-fields, 
Hours of delight in childhood's pleasant play-fields, 

Happy, amidst the green, beneath the blue. 
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THE ECSTACY OF THE HAIR. 

I'd send a troop of kisses to entangle 

And lose themselves in labyrinths of hair, 
Thy deep dark night of hair with stars to spangle, 
And, each a tiny fire-fly, to dangle 

Amid the tresses of that forest fair ; 

A perfume seems to blossom into air, 
The ecstacy that hangs about the tresses, 

Their blush, their overflow, their breath, their bloom, 
A wind that gently lifts them, and caresses. 

And wings itself, and floats about the room ; 
My meaning this but partially expresses, 

The thoughts that in me smoulder and consume, 
I want to say that to my mind the hair 
So wonderfully, wildly, sweetly fair 
Seems, that a fancy idl my soul possesses 

It$ ecstacy ought to blossom into perfimie. 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



As some sweet rosebud opens and discloses 

A widening wealth of beauty to the view, 
As every day in spring the wild-flower posies 

Increase in number, scent, and warmth of hue, 
As pale pink rosebuds redden into roses. 

And feint gray larkspur freshens into blue,' 
As every mom the great sun-artist rises 

And paints a&esh high heaven's fiery floor 
With streaks, and lights, and tints, and new surprises, 

And waves of colour all unknown before, 
Bewildering the air with shapes and sizes 

Of clouds its shining surfece sprinkled o'er, 
So day by day your beauty, my delight, 
omes clearer, fuller, fresher into sight. 
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As every wave a broken wave that follows 

Flings a fresh flower of foam upon the shore, 
As year by year the home-returning swallows 

Seem sweet to us as though ne'er seen before, 
As greenery of spring on hills, in hollows. 

Seems each new spring-time greener than of yore, 
As every mom the ether seems to lighten 

With one great blue broad smile from side to side, 
As snows are white, and holly-berries brighten 

With ruddier redness at eiich Christmas-tide, 
And flowers are fair, and orange-blossoms hei^ten 

Their loveliness for each new blushing bride. 
So love your beauty every morning light 
Blossoms into some new nosegay of delight 
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IN SPITE OF ME. 

LOVE, my love, I love you more than ever, 
I prithee tell me, what am I to do ? 

With some faint, feeble shadow of endeavour 
At times I try the bonds of love to sever, 
But stronger than before they dose anew, 
I could not, if I would, become untrue, 

1 feel as if before I'd loved you never 
For every day your beauty into view 

Comes dearer ; as the great gold sun-ship rises, 
A vessel fraught with ever-fresh surprises. 
So daily beams upon me ^me sweet vision 
Entanglii^ in its train some new condition j 
In fine, I find that still as life grows' longer 
In spite of me my love becometb stronger ! 
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At last have passed the blanks and dreary spaces 

And hours of the cold white windy day, 
My soul set free descends to happier places 

Where golden-winged dreams, a bright array, 
Wait for me, glimpses of sweet smiling faces. 

And chords of light that round my pillow play ; 
O welcome, welcome, gladsome hours of night time 

When fancy loosed exerts her wondrous spell, 
A joy to me, a marvel, a delight-time, 

A rainbow-coloured realm I love right well, 
My region of reality, my bright time — 

(For nights are sometimes heaven when days are hell) 
The time in whiclyn dreams comes peeping in 
The face of her I'd give the worid to win. 
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Therefore I love the darkness, and right gladly 

T lay me down and close my eyes and wait, 
Wait, wondering half smilingly, half sadly. 

What dreams will issue through the Ivory Gate ; 
'Tis bliss to feel that I perchance may meet her, 

And talk to her, and walk with her till mom^ 
And falling tow before her feet entreat her 

Till dreams at daylight-advent fly forlorn, 
To think that ere I wake to face the morrow 

Closed eyes may feast in rapture on her face. 
And heart foiget its pain, and sou! its sorrow, 

And life its labour, for some little space, 
While I my lady through the halls of night 
Follow after, lips half parted for delighL 
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The thought of such sweet company forsaking 

Is odious, would that I could stay the sud, 
Put back the clock, dream on without awaking. 

Nor rise to meet a sad new day begun ; 
But days will pass, they do not last for ever. 

And then there conies again the sweet warm night, 
A gentle lady, sent our souls to sever 

From all the wear and labour of the light ; 
Thrice welcome art thou, brood about my pillow, 

And cover me with darkness as a shield. 
And touch my eyes with sleep — into the billow 

Of soft unconsciousness my soul I yield, 
And sinking, dying into sleep I pray 
To dream of her who stole my heart away. 
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Ah me ! how would one struggle on I wonder 

From one day to another but for dreams, 
Sweet dreams, that part the halves of life asunder. 

The real, and the half that only seems ; 
" Our life is not a dream _>'rf," says Novalis, 

" A dream it ought to be and may become," 
With yours, my friend, my own experience tallies, 

The Ideal and the Real in truth are one. 
Nay more, the Ideal is the only Real, 

The days are false, the golden nights are true, 
Only when straining towards the Pure Ideal 

Are we men living as we ought to do ; 
Believe the dreams, my brothers, make them facts. 
And carry out the nights in daylong acts. 
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Out of the depths of loneliness I cry, 
A voice to awake the echoes of the past, 
A voice that rises, borne upon the blast,' 

And seeks the shadowy land for which I sigh, 
. A land I long to visit ere I die, 

. Where, throned in isles of green and bowers of roses. 
Himself a red rose, revels and reposes 
King Love, all bathed about with seas of posies 

And scent of honeysuckle hanging nigh ; 
There skies are blue and breath of gentle breezes 

Gladdens a land that smiles from side to side. 
Smiling a smile the enraptured soul that seizes 

And whirls adown its own soft-flowing tide, 
A land of purple seas, of day that pleases 

And n^ht that soothes, a starry dark-eyed bride. 



DiailizodbvGoOgle, 



KING LOVE. 



Nor only dwells the King in bowers of roses 
Amid the growth and greenery of the land, 
Across the seas and barren breadths of sand 

His voice is heard, the mountain-height discloses 

His form enshrined where ignorance supposes 
The cold white Snow-Queen lords it all alone. 
Shaking the snow-showers round her misty throne, 

And all her force to melting love opposes ; 
Warm Love that melts the very rocks in sunder. 

And crumbles mountains into sheets of sea. 

Brave Love that steals the bolts of Monarch Thunder, 

And, when the Monarch mutters, laughs in glee, 
True Love, the King of Wisdom and oi Wonder, 

White, bora of woman, fiery-footed, free. 
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KING LOVE. 



Along the hills and heights and purple highlands, 
Adown the valleys, lo 1 Love sweeps his wand. 
The spring breathes blossoms bom at his command. 

The streams, the lakes, the seas, the wreath of islands, 

The sunset-splendour of the western skylands, 
Alt borrow bloom and beauty from his touch. 
He holds the Round World crumpled in his clutch, 

The suns and moons, the starry far and nigh lands ; 
Love interpenetrates the silent spaces. 

Therein his wings awake a wave of sound. 

With Sound andLight King Love runs laughing races 

And beats them breathless, beats them at a bound, 
Above, beneath the earth, yea, in all places 

Some shimmer of his presence may be found. 
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A KISS FOR EVER. 

Two lovers were found, sldn by lightning. And it seemed as 
if, when the lightning slew them, they were in the act of kissing 
one acolher.' 



Thev stood beneath the roses in the lane — 
The honeysuckle breathed upon the pair. 
The roses shed their petals in her hair 

And blushed for joy — ^two lives without a stain, 

With pleasure pale and passing into pain 
Were hand in hand together, and the air 
About them both a perfume seemed to bear, 

A misty veil that dosed around the twain 

And hid them from the world : her gentle breath 

Rises and falls and lightly fans his face. 

The after-sunset silence of the place 

Broods o'er them sleepily, as still as death, 
Save only when from time to time he saith 

Low words, her rosy lips soft whispers grace. 

• The accounts of this occuirence were given in the daily 
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A KISS FOR EVER. 



A LITTLE while, and then the first-bom kiss, 

Long, lovingly and lingeringly taken, 
By one who feels the whole wide world of bliss 

For him that rosebud cup contains ; a shaken 
Wild rosebush sprinkles them with drops of dew, 

Pure, pearly, dripped from off the leafy fingers — 
They nestle in her hair and trickle tlirough — 

All save one larger loitering pearl that lingers 
Crowning the fair white circle of her brow 

In sign that she too reigns henceforth a queen, 
A queen among the pure ; the branches bow. 

And eyes of love the sprays and flowers atween 
Seem softly to peep out upon a pair 
Together soon the life of death to share. 
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A KISS FOR E VER. 



For, from on high, the Lord of Love looked down 

On man and maid, and saw that these were pure, 
And, pleased, prepared right royally to crown 

Their lips with a white kiss that should endure. 
The kiss for which fair lovers have been sighing 

Through all the ages that have passed away, 
A kiss to last for ever, never flying 

Through all the hours of Eternal Day ; 
And this they won ; Love sent his servant Lightning 

To seal for ever their one lovers' kiss. 
And beai them gently, softly, without frightening, 

To spend their honeymoon in brighter bliss. 
Among the lanes where faithful lovers walk 
In heaven, to renew that evening's broken talk. 
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ANNE HATHAWAY.* 

" Anne Hathaway, she hath a way," I wonder 

What way it was that won the singer's soul, 
' Could lips that pout, and part, and smile asunder, 

Heart of a Shaiespeare conquer and control, 
Or had some traitor tress " a way of waving " 

In windy jubilance across her eyes— 
A way it was, I doubt not, worth the saving 

In some soft sonnet proud of such a prize. 
Only, unluckily, the words were broken 

Short off, you see, by some such " woman's way," 
For, soon as Shakespeare's lips the above had spoken, 

So sound an illustration I should say 
Of what he meant was given in a kiss 
That he was well content the rest to miss. 

• Completion of the Dnfinished sonnet attribnted to Shake- 
speare, beginning " Anne Hathaway, she hath a way." 
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REMINISCENCE. 

Standing upon the cliff where I remember 

That autumn eve the maiden musing stood, 
Enwrapped around with twilight of September, 

Pondering soft things in some soft maiden mood, 
Fanning a fresh flame out of memory's ember 

Over the past and " is to be " I brood ; 
I joy to see that signs are all around me 

Of her sweet presence who before was there. 
An echo of her loveliness has found me 

Breathed forth from all the crowd of flowers fair 
That, smiling upwards, silently surround me, 

Filling the places that before were bare ; 
A perfume of her presence seems to hover 

In ecstasy about the holy place, 
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REMINISCENCE. 

Entanglements of trefoil and of clover 
In soft solicitude my feet embrace, 

The special spots her feet have trodden over 
By blossom-clusters special sweet I trace, 

And, resting in the midst of flowers fdr 

Fee! In some sort as if their queen was there. 
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A FLOWER. 

A FAIR white flower, gathered a!l aione, 
Before me sighs, and bends a lowly head ; 
Instinct with hfe she seems, as if she shed 

Tears for the sake of soft companions flown, 

As if she musically made a moan 
(Just as a maiden though she smile or weep 
Her soul in beauty cannot fail to steep) 

After her loved ones into sorrow thrown ; 

'Tis wet to-night, and all the cliffs are raining, 

And heavy hang the beaded hiades of grass. 
And I can fancy pale white faces strainii^, 
Pale flower faces, tearful with complaining. 

After my captive planted in a glass — 

Herself, it seems, a soirow fai &om feigning. 
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SACRA NOX. 

O Night divine, bringer of dreams to mortals, 
What should we do without thee ? when the day 
Like some slow snake has draped its length away, 

With gentle hand thou closest eyelid portals, 
And, fact shut out, sweet fiction works within. 
And many a form to Beauty's Queen akin 
Sweeps through the sleeper's brain, the weary din 

Of daylight all forgotten, bliss that foretells 
Reahty of waking bliss to be. 

Casting across the forehead of the sleeper 
Soft lights and shades, as over summer sea 

Flit clouds of colour, ever waxing deeper 

As laughs by night a soul in light a weeper 
Uprising strong the moon of ecstasy. 
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TO A YELLOW ROSE. 

O FLOWER of flowers, fit for Beauty's breast, 

To rise and fell upon a bosom fair, 
Or sink in silent ecstasy and rest 

Deep down amid the hollows of her hair, 
Sweet places winged with odours all divine. 

Soft nests wherein I long to twine my hands, 
Whence beauty, queen of roses, bright as thine 

Buds, blossoms, and at last in air expands ; 
For I have always felt the wealth of tresses, 

Of certain deep dark tresses I have seen. 
No wreath of rhymes, no written word expresses — 

I approach the nearrtt to the thing I mean. 
When I say that to my mind this wondrous hair 
Seemeth to blossom into scent as fair. 
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When we grow old shall we forget, I wonder, 

The bloom and delicate odour of our youth ? 
Will years that are to be divide in sunder 

The achieved and the as yet unconquered truth ? ■ 
Will cheeks all pale with eld and worn ajid shrunken 

Remember the sweet flush that once they wore, 
And limbs that totter, as a man reels drunken, 

Be mindful of the weight that once they wore 
So lightly ? Sad to me the thought of growing 

Towards the witherii^ withered autumn time, 
For autumn roses lose the art of blowing. 

The only true rose is the rose of prime, 
And what a rose is that, the rose of youth, 
No words of poet compass aU its truth ! 
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If this be so, my brothers, let us sing, 

Yea, let us nose our voices while we can. 
And join our numbers to the birds of spring ; 

Our life is short, for but a little span 
We see the sunshine, then we face the winter. 

And though we shiver, we in our sote need. 
Never, although we blow it till it splinter. 

Will music echo from a wintry reed ; 
But something is it but otue to have spoken, 

And wrung from out our hearts a broken cry, 
A cry towards Beauty — to have given token 

Once how we love her, once before we die. 
And if we can but die upon her breast 
Breathing her loveliness we may find rest 
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Something it is to have found in some slight measure 

A voice, a gift of speech, before we die, 
Yea, should we die now yet we've had the pleasure 

Of breathing out our souls in one long sigh 
Towards the lips of Beauty ; this, my brothers, 

While life abides in veins of ours we do, 
As timid children cry for absent mothers, 

We cry for her, we know that she is true ; 
Though all else faU us Beauty has been; never 

Can we foi^et the vision we have seen, 
Weak as a babe is Death's arm bonds to sever, 

He cannot change a kiss that once has been, 
He cannot move its image from the lips 
Though thrice in his cold stream a soul he dips. 
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Therefore we triumph — even' in our sorrow-— 

For if we vanish Beauty yet abides. 
And if our song is blotted out to-morrow 

Our Queen for ever through the planet rides, 
Yea, if our name be not remembered 

And no man moum us. She it may be bears 
In memory these singers who are dead, 

Their vainly sought for crowns she wins and wears ; 
And so it should be ; let us raise our voices 

And beat upon our hearts tUl each one rings, 
What matters agony if she rejoices. 

Or loss of self, if only some one sings. 
What matters anything if she our Queen 
Lives on, and her sweet face our eyes have seen ? 
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V, 

What we have seen no soul can take away, 

What we have known, is open to no hand 
To rob us of, we too have had our day 

And sailed the seas, and traversed lengths of land 
In search of satisfaction, and our sorrow 

Is when' we fear the Beauty of the Whole 
Is not as we would have it — but we borrow 

In some sort consolation for our soul 
By falling back upon the fact that certain 

It is that eyes of Ours have Beauty seen, 
If o'er her form has fallen again the curtain 

Tis none the less true that she once has been. 
That we with our eyes, yea, these eyes of ours. 
Have seen her home and fairyland of flowers. 
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What has been may be yet again — for others 

At alt events, if for ourselves no more ; 
We pass the wonder on towards our brothers 

Who have wandered further forward on the shore 
Of Man's Development ; let these men find her, 

And raise their voices loud, and sing her fame. 
But let us know to whom we have resigned her, 

Our Goddess — if they are worthy of her name ; 
Let these, the poets of the future, finish 

The work we have tried, and trying, left undone ; 
By not a jot their fame would we diminish, 

By not a ray the splendour of their sun, 
Only let some one say the things we see. 
And these things see with dearer sight than we. 
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DON'T. 

Don't — ah, but, sweet, I wUI — you must not mind it, 

My turn at last it is to have my will, 
If I should kiss my treasure till I blind it 

Closed eyes of hers I'd go on kissing still ; 
A poor wild singer am I, and a singer 

In love is not, you know, like other men, 
They kiss their mistress' hand, /kiss each finger, 

Then think I've miss'd one out and count again ; 
Let these make odes, as is their bounden duty, 

To love, and seal their songs with finger tips. 
But as for me when /am praising Beauty 

My signature is always with the lips 
Just so, sweet — let me kiss the place again, 
Believe me it will heal the sooner then. 
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THE BAY-LEAT CROWN. 



And is it yet in front in spite of all ? 
That crown my eyes are hungry to embrace, 
And will my head be ever fitting place 

On which its circular shadow soft may fall ? 

If this be so, I am strong to burst the thrall 
Of every low desire that backward bears 
A soul that should be wingfed as the airs. 

That downward drags a heart that should be tall 
As a majestic oak, and as the sea 

In width, and as the diamond air above 

In depth, intensity, and warmth of love 
Towards all the hving things that 'neath it be. 
And long as woman's memory, and as free 

And gentle as the flying of a dove. 
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THE BA Y-LEAP CROWN. 



Far, far in front they glitter, those sweel leaves, 
But many a lonesome agony lies between. 
And many a desert all untouched by green, 

And many a day that mocks, and night that grieves, ■ 

And many a harvest all bereft of sheaves. 
Bereft of fruit to gather — but the prize 
Is worthy — in the future far it lies, 

And distance of its sorrow hope bereaves ; 
But pain is pain, and bitter are the tears 

We shed, the wreaths of weeping we entwine. 

Sad cypress wreaths made bright with eglantine. 
Around the cherished hopes of vanished years. 
Around our earUer loves, their low-laid biers, 

Their ghosts proceeding in a pale long line. 
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O ALL fair women of my boyish days 

With whom I fell in love in sweet rotation, 

I bow my head in humble obligation, 
And lift my voice, and loudly sii^ your praise ; 
There was an " Isoline" whose memory stays 

Yet with me, and " Die Vernon," I remember 

How heartily to her I did surrender 
My soul, my reverent open-eyed amaze 

At that most fascinating dame ; and others 
A countless host of many coloured eyes 

Whose glances now, alas ! foi^etfulness smothers. 
But which once thrilled me throughly with surprise. 
And unto thoughts that tender youth supplies. 

All high romantic thoughts, were foster-mothers. 
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But, chiefest of them all, sweet Isolina 
The heroine of the 'War-Trail' doth remain 
In mind of mine, and even now the pain 

And mingled pleasure of her high demeanour 

In that most perilous time in which I'd seen her 
My memory is potent to retain, 
And her fierce beauty as of dark-eyed Spain 

Is present with me ; when a boy to screen her 
From those wild Indians what would I have done, 

To have been the happy man who brought her back, 
A kiss of Isolina's to have won, 

To have followed furiously the White Horse track ? 

Why, / was all the time upon the rack, 
\fett upon my lids the fervent sun 
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Of Mexico, and through the shadowy waste 

Of mezquite bushes and the fiowery plains 

1 followed hard the trail with- loosened reins 
And made pursuit of her in hottest haste, 
All tremulous lest half a tress displaced 

By rougher hands might bring to nought our p; 

An echo of the agony yet remains, 
A vision of the speed with which we raced 

Across these burning prairies, and a throb, 
Yea, even now a throb of that long kiss 
With which we welcomed back to arms of bliss, 

Inviolate, her that fate had tried to rob 
Us of; pure ecstasy indeed was this, 

The ecstasy that endeth in a sob. 
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Too sweet to tarry dry-eyed ; good old tale, 
I thank thee for the pleasure thou hast given 
To hours of boyhood, in that I have striven 

Over thy pages, heart a-beat and pale, 

To one at least thou hast been of avail, 
And of reality his mind hast shriven 
For a time, asunder robe of daylight riven, 

And filled Imagination's swelhng sail 

With breezes of romance ;' farewell my Queen, 

My early dark-eyed face-flushed Queen of Hearts, 

Tanned with the passion of those Southern parts ! 
Alas ! full many a year has rolled between 

Thee and thy boyish knight, and sting of darts 
Of Love far fiercer since his soul has seen. 
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ON A SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

i SAW a couple courting — and her face 

Was beautiful, and she was half afraid. 

And he, the stronger, rather roughly played 
With fears of hers, and caught in his embrace 
Her form eluding him with lissom grace. 

And clasped again the waist that forward swayed ; 

And so they toyed t<^ether, man and maid. 
And filled with sunny love the quiet place 

Where they were seated ; and I looked and thought, 
" She is seated on love's ladder — it is tnie, 
Her love, but much remtdneth yet to do 

Before love's hand the flower of love has wrought, 

And to the ladder's summit she is brought, 
Proceeding rung by rung the stages through 1 " 
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ON A SUNDA Y AFTERNOON. 



But most I marked that strange consenting " Nay" 
Of womanhood, at once her choicest gift. 
The power by which God meant her high to lift 

Our manhood, the sweet power of giving way, 

And chiefest peril ; many a weary day 
Will pass before we leam to reverence 
Those lips of hers that bid a man "go hence" 

While all the time they whisper " Sweetheart stay" 
By something than mere words more potent far — 

Before we leam to reverence the yielding, 

And meet it on om side by courtly shielding 
Of woman from her own malignant star. 
Not caring that her very grace should mar 

Beauty that otherwise she should be wielding. 
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ON A SUNDA Y AFTERNOON. 



III. 

It is so beautiiul, that readiness 
To yield herself unquestioning, so fair, 
That doubled twenty times should be the-care 

With which we harder men ourselves address 

To the task of coaxing forth the coy caress 
That woos us as a blossom woos the air, 
Half fearful yet half eager — it is there, 

But grasp it rudely, it is there the less. 
Experiments in love for all the ages 

We have been making, and we see our way 

At last to somewhat of a clearer day. 
To the fresh unfolding of some final pages 
Of Love's portfolio ; its final sway 

In utmost Beauty God himself engages ; 
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ON A SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 



In utmost Beauty, Purity as well — 

Twin sisters these, they traverse hand in hand 
The lengthy avenues of Love's long land. 

And great as is the fall from heaven to hell 

The loss is if a man would either quell 

To worship one alone ; the latter wears 
A white rose in her bosom, and she bears. 

Her sister, set upon her lips to tell 

Her fragrance unto each she deigns to kiss, 

A red rose — in the future we shall know 

That Beauty hath a breast as white as snow. 
That lips of Purity with passionate bliss 
Are rosy as her sister's, and that this. 

This combination, hath the sunset glow, 
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ON A SUNDA Y AFTERNOON. 



The fire of the scarlet evening air, 

All its intensity made more intense 

By dazzling clearness free from all offence, 
And not made colourless, but made more fair, 
More beautiful, more passionately rare 

By the white rose petals ; more to be desired 

Than kisses of a cheek by passion fired 
Is such a sweet unbinding of the hair 

Of Beauty ; in that kiss and here alone 
King Passion hath his rights and Beauty too, 
For otherwise she maketh much ado. 

Queen Beauty, roughly hurled from off her throne 
And crushed beneath his gauntlet ; but a few 

Have both the Monarch and his Lady known, 
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ON A SUNDAY AFTERNOON, 



And fouDd them (air, she soft as eventide. 
He burly with the blushes of the noon, 
For ever humming forth some lusty tune, 

Ready to kiss her if she only sighed, 

She — one with whom it would be sweet to ride 
Beneath an early rising of the moon, 
Or listen to the ripple all in tune 

The March Triumphant of a flowing tide ; 

But let us grasp the hands of King and Quee 

And be with her on silent summer eves, 

And run a race with Passion 'mid the sheaves, 
The golden sheaves of Autumn in between 
At molten noonday, yea, and after, glean 

With her the ears that he the reckless leaves. 
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CONFESSION OF MY FAITH. 



Ijive, thou art sweet, but thou art not for me, 
Only to love thee more than other men 
Is mine, a fleeting vision now and then 

Of garments passing rapidly to see, 

But never in thine arms alas ! to be. 

Never to hold thee in a close embrace 
And only see the eyes and not the face, 

So near that all things else are forced to flee 
Save the expression of the life- — to die 

Ten thousand deaths ecstatic in a kiss, 
Low at annihilation's feet to lie 

Unconscious in abandonment of bliss — 

The lovers who are capable of this 

By fate are \eft/itr loss of it to sigh. 
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CONFESSION 01- MY FAI7H. 



Love crowns the careless men who seek her not 
With hand capricious, but she leaveth those 
Who loyally the first her service chose 

With tears the path of every day to blot, 

She leaveth them it seemeth quite foigot, 
The current of her favour onward flows 
And over heads of fonner victims goes 

In haste to fertihze some other spot ; 

But, O my brothers, let us yet be true, 

And tho' she slays us, gives us no relief. 

Yet notwithstanding let us be the chief 

Of those who on the earth are found to do 
Her work, and prominently bring to view 

The lineaments that smite us low with griei^ 
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CONFESSION OF MY FAITH. 



Because I love Love I am forced to sing. 

Because Love careth not for me I cry. 

Because she, crael, heedeth not I sigh, 
Because she spumeth me my hands I wring 
And this confession of my faith I bring 

To lay before the laughter of her eye ; 

In vain to other goddesses I try 
To turn, I cannot rid me of the sdng 

Of rosy lips that kissed me long ago, 
I have not power now behind to fling 

Love's influence, and Love no more to know— 
Her arrows have a certainty to cling, 
And to the heart itself their way they wing 

Once she hath put a finger to her bow. 
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CONFESSION OF MV FAIIH. 



Because I love Love I am cast aside. 

Because I found her face exceeding fair, 

And straightway bowed my neck her yoke to wear. 

And in her train obedient to ride, 

Because for further ecstasy I sighed. 

And in the forefront of the fight to bear 
Her colours, she hath chosen down to tear 

The banner of the heart of him who cried 
For her, and for her only — it is left 

Thepraises of my Queen alone to sing 

In that I love her more than anything, 

Though of her own sweet self, it seems, bereft, 
And from the savour of her presence cleft 

Aside, because I foolish sought to bring 
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CONFESSION OF MY FAITH. 



To her a larger nosegay than the rest 

, As an offering— well, it cannot but seem hajxi 

That having once received the post of bard 
To Beauty, and unfeathered one's own nest, 
And having caught a glimpse of being blest. 

These obstacles one's further route retard, 

And barriers insurmountable have marred 
The course which Fate once seemM to suggest ; 

It cannot but seem hard that when I craved 
The kiss of Beauty, full, from mouth to mouth, 

A kiss upon the forehead she hath saved, 
And nothing else for me — the withering south 
Wind makes in sandy deserts no such drouth 

As this wherewith my being she hath paved. 
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CONFESS/ON OF MY FAITH. 



The doom of loving Love more than the rest 
Is never to attain the thing you seek, 
At most to get a kiss upon the cheek 

Never a home in Love's own inmost nest, 

Never the certainty of "being blest," 
Possession of a cup without a leak 
From which to drink, but one perpetual shriek 

Of unsuccessful searching for the " Best ;" 

The doom of men who have the poet's gift 

Is constant failure, misery, in that they 

Must fail to get the thing for which they pray 
And be content with but a mere make-shift : 
It may be that for these the clouds will lift. 

For even these, at some far future day, 
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CONFMSSION OF MY FAITH. 



But nothing now is left us but to wail, 

In that we see, and seeing, cannot grasp, 
In that we strive perpetually to clasp. 

And in that as perpetually we fail ; 

Because we are not clothed with coat of mail 
As other men, and hides are not so toi^h, 
We suffer more from the embraces rough 

Of countless stormy breezes that assail;. 
In that we love the Beautifiil the more. 

And harder to attain to it have tried. 

The fiirther is it absent from our side, 

TXe less we have it — gone is what we saw 
But shortly since, and distant looms the shore 

That oiJy yesterday we held in pride. 
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MY OWN DART. 

I LOVE Love, therefore am I far apart 

From Love — because she's everything to me 
The less am I allowed her face to see. 

The less am able to outpour my heart, 

Pennitted less to ease its aching smart 

And low to fall and say, " I worship thee ;" 
If I loved less the fates would gracious be, 

But loving much transfixed by mine own dart 
Of over great anxiety I die ; 

I cannot get to clutch the thing I would. 

If it were possible — ah ! if I could 
Attain to it, extended in a sigh 
My being, all of it, would prostrate lie, 

Fainting for joy at such a gainfed good ! 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



THE DISCOVERY OF LOVE. 

A YOUTH was walking in the early hours 

Of life along a garden alley fair, 

When on a sudden, lo ! a rose was there. 
Unseen by him before among the flowers 
That wove a many-coloured mist of bowers 

And redolent of sweetness made the air ; 

He came the next day, but would hardly dare 
To hope the nighfs attendant band of showers 

Had spared the rose, but lo ! the rose was red, 
And fragrant, far more frs^rant than before, 
And fuller petals had unfolded more, 

And round about it brighter bloom was shed ; 

The rose the lover fondly feared was dead 
Was blushing beauty to the very core. 
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IN THE FUTURE. 

I FANCY somewhere waits for every one 

A bride, a bridegroom, far in future years ; 
The way thereunto sodden deep with tears 

It may be, or parched fieiy dry with sun 

Of lonely misery — but when 'tis done 

With gladness each shall gariand memory's biers, 
And make away with faces of old fears, 

And hail the advent of new life begun ; 
And such a spot is waitii^ on the road 

Of each of us, a place where three paths meet, 

Two sad ones into this that shall be sweet 

Convei^g, towards which-our foreboding showed 
That ever since we can remember flowed 

The expectant eager current of our feet 
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POETRY. 

I LOVE it, but I cannot find a voice, 
I cannot bead my thoughts upon the strings 
Of that soft lyre wherewith the Goddess sings, 

I cannot sorrow righdy, nor rejoice 

Aright — her garment over me she flings ; 

I love Love, but I cannot reach her hair. 
Though hps of mine are burning with desire 
With kisses to enkindle in a fire 

What I, caressing once, once found so fair — 
No striving of the spirit brings me nigher. 
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MISS THACKERAVS "REINE." 

Thank Heaven ! that there still are left a few 
Right nobie women who know how Vnfeel — 
If there are none mfati, why let them steal 

Possession of our hearts, the heroic crew 

Who in the fictions which alone are true 

Alone give unto mankind cause to kneel 
In adoration — let the novelists heal 

The age, providing us with Passion new ; 
If women whom we daily see around 
Are white and feeble, most unreal dames. 

For God's sake let us buiy knightly aims 

Along with knightly stories underground, 
And when they seek us, let us still be found 

Insensible to any but the claims 
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UrSS THACKMRATS "REINE." 



Of storied damsels — such as noble Reine 

Who set my heart a-scribbling in this fashion ; 

I wonder whether such a wealth of passion. 
Save only in recesses of the brain 
Of genius, on earth doth yet remain. 

Whether a woman fit to tie the shoe 

Of Reine of Petitport is ever true, 
Or only fancied in the painted pane 

Of High Imagination ; but since one, 
' One worthy woman, only think my brothers. 
Has struggled into life, we'll hope for others, 

Yea, for a reign of Goddesshood begun, 

That the Romances that have such a run 
May unto passionate romance be mothers ! 
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ABSTRACT TO CONCRETE. 



Mv Queen, I have not quite foi^otten you — 

Though abstract thoughts have occupied my pen 
Of late, I turn towards you now and then, 

And never fail to find refreshment new ; 

As opens out a flower towards the blue 

When early morning chases shades of night, 
So when your beauty, sweet one, comes in sight 

I put aside the work I had to do 

And open out Imagination's arms 

To grasp the graceful image that I see — 

To grasp at all events the thought of thee. 
That of itself a mind perturbM calms. 
And, exercising a magician's charms, 

Bids pale Philosophy take wings and flee. 
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ABSTRACT TO CONCRETE. 



Philosophy is pale — she is a bride 

To some who rosier lips have never seen, 
Who never in the company have been, 
Have never trodden, silent, at the side 
Of Beauty ; had they, they must have defied 
Another to assert herself as Queen ; 
The Marble Goddess hath a countenance keen, 
And she is gentle, and her hands are wide 

In distribution, but — one day I saw, 
I caught a glimpse, high seated in a wood, 
Of Beauty, and I tell you she is good. 

Fair as a rose, and free from any flaw, 
And in a moment, lo ! I loved her more 
Than the other in a century any could. 
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SUGGESTED BY MR. MAC DONALD'S POEM- 



LOVE'S ORDEAL. 

He felt the darkiiess — aiid he felt them fold 
Around him, arms of her who loved him so 
That she was certain Youth yet lay beiow 

The aged garment that she did behold 

EncircUng him grown withered, wrinkled, old — 
That she was strong extremity to know, 
Yea, strong to cherish with her breast of snow 

His breast by this time earthy, clay-like, cold ; 

Another way the story may be told 

For fades from arms of ours Queen Beauty's glow 
As frequently, and sore excess of woe 

Is over eyelids sick with longing rolled. 
Heavy with fainting for a sight of her 
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76 LOVES ORDEAL. 

Who has withdrawn the sunset of her face, 

And left in heaven not a single trace, 

No gold-tipped cloud to show that she was there. 
That but a moment since the sky was ixa 

And crimson colour flooded every place. 
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THE CHASE OF BEAUTY. 

We follow her fast, we follow her through the gloom, 
We follow her through ihe gladsome glare of day. 
And through the evening shadows sad we stray. 

We are ready to follow her even to the tomb 

If only light of eyes of hers rnay loom 

From out the dark and dance across the way 
Paved with the bones of poet-heroes — they 

Whose hearts the passionate constant fires consume ; 
We follow her hard — she glances round at times. 

But once or twice in a thousand years or so, 

And sets some singer's being in a glow, 

And bums from out his soul a rage of rhymes 
That ring perhaps some twenty centuries' chimes 

And through the mouths of men for ages go. 
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THE CHASE OF BEAUTY. 



She glanced at Homer, and his soul was glad. 

And straight the poet seized his pen and sang, 
And straight the aisles of all the centuries rang 

With echoes of the vision he had had ; 

Sonorous sound to sound he sought to add. 
His verse is martial with metallic clang, 
With shattering of speais, and with the pang 

Of heroes pierced, nor lacks a melody sad, 

Sweet, plaintive, as of evening, when he treats 

Of Hector and Andromache, a pair 

Gigantically shadowed in the air 

Of early Greece ; the passionate pulsing beats 
Of every human heart a heart that meets 

Awake a throb responsive everywhere. 
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THE CHASE OF BEA UTY. 



In those old days her giants had the earth, 

Men strong to love and strong to smite as well. 
And straight from heaven the fire of valour fell 
And unto man's divinity gave birth, 
And unto all large-hearted human mirth. 

The story of the world was sweet to tell ; 
Men had not learned that love was made to sell. 
They held it (strange to say) of greater worth 

Than gold — our gold that buys for each of us 
With short delay his inmost heart's desire ; 
Thrice happy are we, brothers, we are higher 
Than these, we fear not, let the fools discuss 
What heroism is and make a fuss, 
Wealth lifts our world to heaven's heights far nigher. 
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THOSE FLOWERS 

I HAVE them still, those flowers — ah ! those flowers, 
Thy blossom in my heart not withered yet 
Though more than twelve months 'tis since they 

With tender nourishing of northern showers, 
Since they were beautiful in northern bowers ; 

Sweet savours even now of soft regret 

Hang round them, and a fragrant misty net 
Of memory having most miraculous powers 

To wake the past and bring it near again ; 
Ah ! that sweet past of mine, that most sad past. 

Most sad, most sweet, set thick with thorns of pain. 
With many a cloudy canopy overcast, 
Yet bearing roses one or two to last, 

A smile or two predestined to remain. 
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BLUE WEATHER. 



L blue day ! I would that I 
Were pure as is to-day the cloudless sky, 

Transparent as the spotless autumn air, 
That unto Beauty I might be more nigh. 

Myself more like her, nobler and more fair 
And stronger ; low before her feet to lie. 

Watching the downcast ripples of her hair 
The endless fire of her face, I sigh. 
Too happily placed to care to move or cry. 
Too happy even to pray or wonder why 

I am happy, only knowing that I share 
The nectar of the glances of her eye ! 
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THE WORLD. 

We are moved, it seems, by never changing law 
Towards the better, with the best in view 
In the distance ; mist-enfolded mountains new. 

Strange valleys our forefathers never saw 

Gleam wonderftUIy before us — ^passing o'er 
Each ri(^c aoother magically blue, 
Folded in mystery, cuts the horizon through. 

And with discovery's passion even more 

Unquenchably inspires us ; so we wander 

Towards the future, careless of the past, 

Each age outflanking utterly the last. 

Working new miracles for us to ponder, 

While ever those sweet misty mountains yonder 

Entice the feet of Progress forward fast 
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A MEETING. 

I PRAY you kiss me once, my queen, to show 
That all the past is merged in present bliss, 
And kiss me twice to make more certain this. 

And ODce again to signify the Sow 

The happy future undivided glow 

Of Love ; make each kiss keener than the last 
To indicate the pallor of the past 

Compared with rosy days we two shall know ; 
A kiss for present, future, past, for each 

Was good ; the past was lit by expectation 

Striving across the waves of tribulation 

Unto the present arms of hope to reach, 
Sweet is the present, blessed beyond speech, 

Sweeter each future than the former station. 
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THE GOVERNESS. 

Have you been lonely, darling ? So have I, 

And weary, oh ! so sick and sad at times — 

I used to hum the old familiar rhymes 
That we, do you remember, used to try 
Upon the pianoforte on the sly — 

Delight ecstatic of those youthful crimes ! 

Most marvellous melody of those drawing-room 
chimes 
Sometimes in the morning no one else being by I 

So sorrowfully they came back to me 
Laden with fragrance of the vanished past — 
I thought at the time it was too good to last, 

That such excessive happiness must flee. 
And so it didy but now hath followed fiist 

A far more radiant reality. 
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Some of those looks I never shall forget, 

Some of those looks you gave me long ago ; 
To you at all events, 1 own, I owe 

Remembrance sweeter even than regret ; 

When I recall your eyes my eyes are wet, 

You used to glance at me sometimes just so — 
Just so it was — ah ! you would hardly know, 

But / remember how the lightnings met — 
The sudden mutual flashing of the eyes 

When one struck strongly on a common chord 

That used the other's action to applaud ; 

Though unto height of threescore years I rise 
And every other pleasure life denies 

I have that recollectiou for reward, 
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Reward of having lived and sorrowed much 

And sinned and suffered ; why it was worth while 
Creating one to get but one such smile, 

To feel the passionate fervour of a touch 

Of hands that used to send an electric shock 
That shivered into pieces the rent rock 

Of my poor heart in most emphatic style ; 

If now my life is desert, yet an isle, 

A green oasis, blossoms in the past, 

And worth the agony of all the rest 

It is with one such vision to be blessed, 

By one such memoiy to be followed fast. 
To have cru radiant recollection cast 

Across the raging waters sore-distressed 
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Of present sad existence, to have known 

At least in dreams how wonderful is Love 
When Beauty, girded sweetly, sits above. 

The oompant of some soft grassy throne. 

How rapturous a thing it is to own 

Yourself defeated, over head and ears 
Immersed in Passion's sea of smiles and tears, 

When some one else's heart is there to moan 
The music of response ; at least I say 

That Love is Beautiful, that Love is Fair, 

And rosy is the circling of the air 

Around the heads of lovers in the way ; 
If now in loveless paths my footsteps stray 

Yet once /or me the paths perfiimfed were. 
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THE PURPLE WINGS. 

If on my shoulders never shall be seen 

The puissant purple fluttering of the wings 
Wherewith the poet beateth as he sings 

The high celestial atmospheric sheen, 

If I may never say the thing I mean, 

And only haJf an ear my audience brings. 
And misdirected are my ambitious slings, 

And no Goliath blazing eyes between 

My stone hits full — at least she lets me die, ' 

Queen Beauty, as my gentle brother died 

Who hes on the Italian mountain-side, 

In one long passion of an outpoured sigh 
That seemeth tremblingly to wonder why 

The kiss of satisfaction is denied 
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THE PURPLE WINGS. 



To her lovers — why we cover sheets in vain 

But seldom split the wand we have for mark, 
And are but wanderers stru^ling in the dark 

Full of a language that we can't maJce plain 

To ordinary ears, although we rain 

Down words in torrents, sayii^, ' Brother, hark I' 
And why we cannot blow to a fiie the spark 

That ever in our bosoms doth remain 

Unchanged, unquenchable ; 'tis either light 

That gladdeoeth us with ecstasy past speech. 

Or else a flame whose roots deep-founded reach 
Abysses of our being out of sight. 
Burning our fibres, ruthless, day and night 

Till we take up our parable and preach. 
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UELL' INFERNO. 

O SEA of all the sorrow erf the earth, 

Thou rollest wide gray-garmented sad waves 
Across a mute metropolis of graves, 

Thou takest from us, but dost not give birth 

To other than a melancholy mirth — 

Who hath been salted in thy crael caves 

To the end the scar of his remembrance saves 

And holdeth but of litde passing worth 

The occasional gleams of a most soiry sun 

That striveth through the mists to beat a way. 

He knoweth that the evening will be gray, 

He knoweth that the sand of time will run 

No faster, though he shake the glass and pray 
Existence to give over and have done. 
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DELV INFERNO. 



No faster — though he plead with piteous tears — 
For each shall struggle his allotted span, 
Enjoy and suffer, each as best he can, 
PerfonniDg a pale pt^mage of yeais 
That slowly build a greatening pile of biers 

Above the hopes with which the youth began 
His fervent course, when first his chariot ran 
Triumphantly, not knowing aught of fears ;. 

The roses now have shed their summei leaves, 

The bloom is faded, shorn the strength of limb. 

The eye that Sashed with brilliance once is dim, 

Droop heads of desolation sodden sheaves 

Over which hangs a cloudy sky thai grieves 

The swallows who in low sad circuit swim. 
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DELL INFERNO. 



kxs. these things true ? Is Seauty not a fable 
Invented by the misty minds of men 
As seasoning for a supper now and then ? 

Hath Goodness, think you, a foundation stable, 

And is there other than a flimsy cable 

Connecting us with lands beyond the sky 
Of which men babble when they come to die 

Because they find themselves no longer able 

For pleasure upon earth ? Is God a dream, 

And haimony, the poet's crown of bays. 

And other crowns as well that all men praise 
That for a season satisfying seem ? 
And is it merely a nervous self-wrought gleam 

That fire of Love that flashed upon the ways, 
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DELL' INFERNO. 



And turned the very paving stones to gold ? 

Then let us sink into our beds and sleep. 

Or cast ourselves upon the grass and weep 
Until another Deluge we behold 
The hideous beauty-lacking fields enfold 

Through which we cripples, shorn of deity, creep ; 

What is there left for us but one long deep 
Draught of annihilation icy cold ? 

For what we used to worship is away, 
And we ourselves are nowise worshipful. 
And we have lost the art the strings to pull 

That move aside the curtains of the day. 

And we have lost the knowledge how to pray — 
Of misery's bitter herbs our hands are full ; 
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deli: inferno. 



The apples of our love have tumfed sour, 

We see no longer what of old we saw, , 

Nor is the vision present any more i 

Of Beauty holding in her hand the flower. 

The scent of which her grace was wont to shower 
Our poet's rainbow-colouied garments o'er; 
The voices of our souls are very sore 

For latk of singing, yea, for lack of power 
Lark-like to rise into the morning sky ; 

No longer overhead the air is blue. 

Cold shafts of raindrops pierce us through and through 
Until we raise an exceeding bitter cry, 
And crouching forehead downward, wait to die 

For want of any living thing to do. 
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DELn INFERNO. 



Yet they were sweet, the old familiar days 
In which we trod finnfooted on the earth, 
When lips were resonant with frequent mirth, 

And mouths were moved with frequent lilt of lays. 

And hands were able thanksgiving to raise 

To Heaven; when we were strong and all went well, 
Our foot-soles ignorant as yet of hell, 

And eyes not shrivelled with the infernal blaze ; 
The memory abideth ; even here. 

Amid the scorching gloomy ^sles of heat 

Wherein we wander, cool old shades are sweet, 
And in the pressing presence of a fear 
That giveth us no rest we still hold dear 

Earth's grasses grateful to uncovered feet ; 
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DELL' INFERMO. 



We still remember pleasant hours of noon 
In summer, and the happy river-sides 
Where ripple unceasing after ripple glides, 

The tender radiance of the August moon 

That breatheth down a sweet delirious swoon 
Of ecstasy, and eloquence provides 
For lovers sailii^ down the abundant tides 

That move the boat of Passion to a tune 
Of fairy-fingered music ; we are glad, 

With feet enshrined upon the fiery bars 

Of agony that every feature mars, 

To recollect that even we have had, 
We soirowfiiUest sinners, we who are sad, 

A sight of some sweet clusters of the stars 
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DELL' INFERNO. 



Of Love's innumerable constellations ; 

These lips once quivered at a maiden's kiss. 
That now must tremble at the tyrant hiss. 

The steam-engine approach, of hostile nations 

Of gad-flies of remorse that take their stations 
Upon the neck and shoulders of a man 
Bare for the torment, where each stinger can. 

Each to pursue his noisome occupations ; 

Once we were free from these— free as a child 

Who having wandered from his mother's arms 

Plucks flower and flower, ignorant of harms 
In any, till with voice and gesture mild 
She calls him back, and soon his eyes have smiled 

Themselves to sleep forgetful of alarms. 
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THE WAKING OF BEAUTY. 

Take courage, friends, for she hath but been sleeping 
These eighteen centuries underneath the snow; 
She whom we loved and worshipped long ago 

In Hellas, for whose face we have been weeping, 

And long look-out the sons of men axe keeping. 
Shall burn upon us with her early glow 
Of sweetest rosy gladness ; we shall know 

Her resurrection— we who have been reaping 
The bitter harvest of her absent shame ; 

From end to end of our awakened earth 

Shall roll upon the wings of morning mirth 
The great reverberation of her name, 
And she shall rule the ages, she the same 

To whom the foam of Grecian waves gave birth ; 
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THE WAKING OF BEAUTY. 



11. 

Yea, she shall rule the ages ; we can bear 
No longer want of comeliness on high, 
We turn to seek the more congenial eye, 

To breathe the kinder more familiar air 

Of Beauty ; we will da i?— though we tear 
The creeds asunder with a Titan's sigh. 
Though to the edge of hell we hover nigh, 

And all the weak and puling populace scare. 
As one who lifted in a high balloon 

Sees all the many-coloured robe of lands 

And seas and goodly forests, as he stands 
Tom upwards in a swift aerial swoon. 
While to and fro the admiring people moon 

Gaping amazement in concentrate bands. 
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UNDIVIDED SERVICE. 

We have to give her eyes, and hearts, and hands. 

Sweet poet brothers, lovers of my soul ; 

We have to crown her with the living whole 
Of power that each in his degree commands ; 
Silent and smiling before each she stands 

Ready to lay cool palms upon his brow 

If only he will swear allegiance now 
Renouncing love of home, and life, and lands. 

Renouncing popularity and praise 
And great laudation of most petty minds 

And all the vulgar hubbub of the ways ; 
The man that doth this thing most surely finds 
The earth as fresh as when drawing up the blinds 

Upon a rain-wasbed summer morn we gaze. 
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KATE AT THE WINDOW, "GRIFFITH 
GAUNT." 

A M9ST sweet picture ! Kate— the fire — the moon — 
The ivy-tree — with Griffith Gaunt below, 
All softened by the tender hght of snow. 

And set by Love to a dim delicious tune 

That swelled into a stronger symphony soon, 
Into a fiercer more ecstatic glow — 
Such painting we have not been let to know 

Of late ; the age is waking from the swoon 
Of artificiaUty that since 

The great wide human grand Shakespearian time 

Has given us jingles for melodious rhyme 

And made poor nature's delicate features wince ; 
Approach us, rouse us, keen-eyed Fairy Prince, 

And kiss %ts mU of centuries of crime. 
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WHAT THE SONNET NEEDS. 

" To write a Sonnet is an easy thing," 

Says somebody, "there are but fourteen lines — 

Once get the knack that word with word combines 
And you will soon be qualified to sii%. 
And o'er your shoulders rightfully may fling 

The mantie of a poet" I say. No ; 

To write a Sonnet first through fire and snow 
Your heart must pass due melody to bring 

From out the inert mass ; some lady iair 
You have to love with a half hopeless pain, 
(This serves to give the " yearning " of the strain), 

While now and then a glimmer of her hair 

Waved in the distance, serveth back to bear 
The power of soaring high in song again. 
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A VISION. 

I HAVE a vision of a lady bending 

Over 3l wounded warrior clad in mail, 

Blood-stained, sore smitten, weak and very pale — 
A vision of sweet delicate fingers tending 
His feebleness, a fair physician sending 

Throughout his veins a draught that doth avail": 

And ever and anon I see her fail 
And faint half backward, woman's courage ending 

For a season ; (Am he smUeth — such a smile ! 
Great eyes of fire glowing back within 
The head encased in panoply of tin, 

A smile as of a child not knowing guile ; 

For she hath pitied him who mocked him while 
Unwounded, which is worth a death to win. 
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There are many crowns ; the poet's wreath of bays, 
The warrior's laurel and the monarch's gold. 
The twisted sweet rose garlands that enfold 

The brow of Beauty— they were wont to praise 

In Greece the parsley and the oaken sprays 
And the grey sad wild olive we are told/ 
But if I had my choice I'd choose to hold 

As a reward for any tuneful lays 

I may have had the grace to sing — a wreath — 

A wreath of woven ferns and meadows-swed — 
And if you ask me why, I will not say — 

But such a simple crown for me is meet. 

And memories lurk therein with golden feet 
Brii^ing back <me unforgottm summer day. 
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THE POET'S CROWN. 

Ah ! they may sneer, the men who do not know 
The glory of the things the poet sees, 
Who feel no magic io a western breeze. 

Who see no marvel in a sheet of snow, 

No mystery-mountains in the sunset glow, 
Who hear no lisp of voices in the trees, 
Who sit and sip their port and take their ease, 

Not feehng either ecstasy or woe 
Of any exalted attitude — but I 

Would rather wear the crown the poet wins 
Than any other underneath the sky — 

Save only that, the sweetest gifl: of all, 

Which on a favoured lover letteth fell 
His mistress by a sparkle of her eye. 
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DEATH'S LIPS AND PALMS. 

There are two crowns I covet most of all— 
One that the fair white brows of poets wear, 
That singers only have the right to share, 

The other that a woman's grace lets fall 

Upon the head of him she wills to call 

Her knight, and whom she singleth out to bear 
Her banner; but as yet alas ! my hair 

Is neither shadowed by a laurel pall. 

Nor have my lips been crowned with Love's long 

kiss; 
I wait for both — I wait the most for this ; 

I wait — and it may be that no warm grasp 

May round my living brow the former clasp, 
That I may never know the latter bliss, 

Till lips and brow Death's lips and rough hands rasp. 
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LOVES. 

Loves vaiy ; one is like a summer night 

Just ailer rainfall, rich with fragrant dews, 
Another Love is like a shy recluse 
Who shuns the glaring ppenness of light 
And folds his happiness from pubhc sight 

Wandering the woods at eventide to muse, 
Love is a flower of vari-coloured hues, 
Passion an eagle of uncertain might ; 

Some lips there are that tremble, others close 
Upon their rapture, faces that grow pale 
With longing, others shrouded in a veil 
Of reticence, or flushing as a rose ; 
This seeks to hide emorion, that one shows 
In every lineament Love's written tale. 
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THE POET, 

The poet wore a wreath of many years 

Of labour and of agony of thought, 

And straightway he the fresh green bay leaf brought 
That she might crown him whom with outpoured tears 
And strong solicitude and anxious fears 

His forward footsteps had unceasing sought ; 

He found her fwt, and all the fame was nought, 
And as the sturdier steed the higher rears, 

He bounded, vehement in passion, back 
And tore the bay leaves^lowly^ — one by one — 
Droppii^ the crown his worthiness had won 

In crumpled pieces on the dusty track ; 

What is the world to him who finds it tack 
The warmth and radiance of Beauty's Sun ? 
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WREATHS. 

A WREATH of oak leaves for a ranner's head. 

Gold for the monarch, laurel for the brow 

Of the successful warrior I trow, 
Bay leaves upon the poet should be shed. 
And o'er the tresses of a Genius dead* 

To place white roses his admirers bow — 

Towards another coronet I vow 
AUegiance, to a strange ambition wed, 

A crown of woven ferns and meadowysweet ; 
I cannot tell you why I choose this thing. 
But go ye into summer woods and bring 

The flowers of my choice with speedy feet, 

And I will sweep the lyre with finger fleet, 
For very love of recollection sing. 
* Over the tomb of Charles Dickens they placed a chaplet of 
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A VISION OF THE PAST. 

I HAVE a Vision, clad in green and gold. 

Of the Past that seemeth veiy sweet at times, 
And wakeneth an echo of old rhymes — 

Green for the leafage and the mossy mould 

And femy foliage amid which we strolled, 

Gold for the sunlight falling branches through. 
Falling upon a face as bright — that's you — 

And mountain-chesnut berries that we hold ; 
Do you remember ? / shall not forget, 

Though now ('tis in November that I write) 

In that sweet woodland all the leaves are wet, 

Symbolical of that most sorry blight • 

Which has thought good my withered being to smite 
Leaving an antique savour of r^eL 
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THE PHILOSOPHY OF LOVE. 

They sat tc^ether in an autumn wood, 

These two — they were not very old you know-— 
She on a mossy piimacle, he below, 

Discussing (do you think they understood 

The subject, wise ones, ye who wear the hood 
Of Learning ?) the Philosophy of Love 1 
The lady lecturer from the rock above 

Discoursing, he replying as best he could ; 

Ah well I one "learned love from a lady's eyes" 

Says Shakespeare- — this man's task was sweeter far. 

More highly privileged are they that are 
Permitted to become in love-lore wise 
By teaching of the lips, albeit in sighs 

The lesson endeth, having left a scar ! 
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THE PROMISED LAND. 



Let some one else achieve it ! it was fair 

The poetic purpose that I had in view, 

Sweet as the early sprinkling of the dew, 
Fresh as the savour of a mountain-air, 
That distant hint of bay-leaves for the hair, 

The ren^te announcement of a work to do ; 

I stood bare-headed underneath the blue 
Ready a stem allegiance to swear 

To Beauty — but alas ! it has passed away. 
And I am cold and shiver and am sad 

To think that lips of hers have signed a " Nay ;" 
I give them up ! the joys I might have had, 
But I would see them — from a present bad, 

A cloudy foggy damp November day. 
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THE PROMISED LAND. 



1 WOULD look to the summer thatthere might have been ; 

I do not groan for loss alone, I mourn 

The realization of my rapture torn 
From out my mind, I weep for loves unseen; 
I might have wandered with my Forest Queen 

Through dim arched aisles of mystery, sunlit glades. 

And sat with her beneath the beechen shades, 
And trodden in time the bending grasses green, 

And pressed soft palms upon the mossy floors, 
Seated, and gazing upward in her eyes 
That put to shame the efforts of the skies 

When the strong sun has kissed the cloudy doors 
Of heaven into Beauty— being wise 

I might have won such ecstasy I ween. 
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THE PROMISED LAND. 



lit. 

But I was foolish, therefore have I failed ; 

And yet I kaow not if the fault is mine 

Entirely, or how much to Fate's design 
Is due, for force of circumstance assailed 

With vehemence the fortress of my Will ; 

Bnt I will cease from groaning and be still, 
If only this one thing for which I pine. 

This boon for which incessant I have wailed 
Be mine, to see as in a Panorama — 

As unto Moses it was given to see 

The Promised Land of Canaan that he 
Was ne'er to enter in a warrior's armour — 
If / may but behold my being's drama, 

■ My ' mighi have been' expanded before me I 
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SHAKESPEARIAN. 

I SAID, "my love is sweet, and I will seek 

Whereto to liken her — her eyes are grey 
As the grey water mingled in a creek 

With green, and greener thaji the seas are they, 
And browner than the golden moor-fed stream, 

Her hands are wonderful, her lips are red. 
And as the light of morning is the beam 

That, as a coronet, crowns my lady's head ; 
She hath a way to walk with maiden grace. 

She hath the flushing of a mountain rose. 
As some sweet lily in a shady place 

My lady, lissome and most queenly, grows, 
Waiting for one to pluck the tender flower 
Whose beauty floods with white the garden bower." 
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Sweet Poesy, I love thee ; as a bride 

Plays with a lover's locks and crowns his hair 

With kisses, finding him exceeding fair, 
So do thou prattle, sweet one, by my side, 
And let me on thy gentle converse glide 

As softly as a swallow on the air ; 

Be kind to me, let me some secrets share. 
Thou knowest for how long my soul hath sighed 

After thy Beauty, shall I not attain 
One day the inner vision of thy face ? 

Are all a poet's passionate pleadings vain ? 
~I care for nothing else if but thy grace 
Be present, making summer of each place. 

Wringing a melody out of every pain. 
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Let us be joined hand in hand and go 

Along the secret dim mysterious shore 
Where wave succeedeth wave for evennore, 

Each following each with an incessant flow 

Of music most bewitching, let us row 

Beside strange banks with a half-sleepy oar 
Under a moon of magic, and explore 

The world together, say, shall it be so ? 

The glamour of the mornings and the nights 

Of sacred summer we will make our own. 
My Poesy, the laughter of the dawn. 
The music thrilled from mouth of midday's horn, 

All lusty loves ecstatic and delights, 

And, best of all for me, thy silvery tone ! 
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PRAISE BEAUTY. 



Praise Beauty ! so say I — although the seas 
Of loss of being choke the effort down. 
And universes armed against me frown, 

I stand upright and speak the thing I please, 

Not bending feeble supplication knees 
To any petty buUy of the town, 
Be he philosopher or sage or clown, 

Whether his glances petrify or freeze ; 

Praise Beauty I and if Beauty loves me not, 

And never on my brow may cool be laid 

Aught sweeter than the sony cypress shade. 

Nor pointed tips of bay leaves touch the spot 
With inward brain-desires and panting hot, 

Yet unto Beauty be my tribute paid ! 
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PRAISE BEAVTY. 



Ah 1 sweet one, why thus lure us on by day, 

And send us flying phantom dreams by night 
That lips may smart for unattained delight ? 

Why, treadierous, teach our vehement toi^es to pray 

Just to annihilate us with a "Nay," 

A cold still countenance after smiles so bright? 
Sweet, thou wast rosy once, why now be white, 

Thou who did'st hasten towards us, why delay ? 
Why tarry thus the backward lingering wheels 

Of Beauty's chariot harnessed to the sun, 

And swift by rights as dawn's approach begun. 
Or echoes following hard triumphant peals 
When all the brain brimful of rapture reels 

With melodies that beat and burst and stun ? 
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NORTH AND SOUTH. 

They met beneath the darkening orange trees 
Upon a perfect evening of the South ; 
Just light enough was left for mouth to mouth 

To find a gentle way when one might please, 

And in accordance laughed a lover's breeze 
Across the ripples of the broad blue bay 
That, softening into night, before them lay. 

And washed toward their silent resting knees : 
The one was fair with all the lusty bloom 

Blown upon feces by the Northern winds. 

But she showed that pale passion which the minds 
Of sweet Italia's daughters doth consume. 
When dark eyes serve to fill the features' room 

Covering the countenance with most fervent blinds. 
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THE POET'S GRAVE. 

FIRST VERSION. 

" He hath sung sweetly," so the Lady said. 
Sweet Poesy, who stood above his grave 
With tears and clasped sorrowing hands that gave 

A gentle tribute to her hero dead — 

" He hath sung sweetly, let the bays be shed 
About the brows of one more prophet brave, 
He hath sung sweetly, let a rose-wreath wave 

Around the eager brain that beauty fed ; 

He hath sung sweetly," and she bent, the Queen, 

To press upon his lips a farewell kiss. 

But started back — for — what a thing is this ! 
The poet's eyes to open slow are seen, 
For — Beauty once attained is life I ween. 

And death it is the beautiful to miss. 
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THE POET'S GRAVE. 

SECOND VERSION. 

" He hath sung sweetly," bo she said, and came. 
The Lady of the bays, to where he lay 
Quiet beneath the evening shadows gray. 

While in the west the sun was as a ilame — 

" He hath sung sweetly," said the gentle dame, 
And — half a tear fell sudden on the day, 
" He hath sung sweetly. Poetry must pay 

This tribute to a soul of lofty aim ;" 

But as she said the words, behold, a form 

Most strong, most beautiful, before her stood, 

The Poet, risen from his coffin-wood. 

Alive, heart beating, head conceiving, warm— 

For — Beauty wept for him, for whom he dud. 

And therefore was he present at her side. 
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THE POET'S GRAVE. 



THIRD VERSION. 



" He hath sung sweetly, he hath died for me," 
Said Beauty, bending o'er the poet dead, 
" He hath sung sweetly, round my hero's head 

A wreath of farewell bay-leaves let there be. 

Lilies and roses likewise, in that he 

Was white as well as unto passion wed. 
And lastly, Itt a pearly tear be shed 

In that I loved him — yea, I do love thee 

Thou poor pale corpse." No sooner said than lo ! 

Across his cheek there runs a rosy flush 
As of the life returning, as the snow 

At advent of the morning 'gins to blush. 

For — where are Love and Beauty sideways rush 
Death's waters in a hoiror-stricken flow. 
8— a 
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A CONTEMPLATED VOYAGE. 

Across the blue Atlantic to a land 

Where thought is free, and men may act and speak, 

And roses blossom in a woman's cheek 
Without the pruning of Convention's hand, 
I am going — so good-bye my native stramd. 

Good-bye to you for many a month and week ; 

Before I see you let me scale the peak 
Of Chimborazo, by Niagara stand. 

Across the Rocky Mountains sit astride, 
Make havoc of the Himmalaya chain, 
And perhaps before I turn me home again 

At a canter through Australian deserts ride. 

Or tame into a steed some zebra pied 
Caught traversing an Oriental plain. 
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SWEET! 

I HAVE not written sonnets lately, sweet, 
About you, have I ? what am I to say. 
What melody wring from out my brain to-day 
Worthy your soft approving smile to meet. 
What flower of novel song befijre your feet 
Already deep in blossoms shall I lay, 
A rose-bud, or a white acacia spray, 
Or golden globed lily incomplete ? 

Nay, sweet, on second thoughts it shall be none 
Of these, cast glance of memory back my Queen, 
Be quick to apprehend the thing I mean 
When I recall a sprig of heath undone 
By careless fingers underneath a sun 
Of afternoon, and what you asked for glean. 
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"SHE KEPT ME AWAKE LIKE A TUNE OF 
MOZART."— ^flWj. 

And she kept me awake, but not the same 
The vision, or the phantasy of sound 
That kept my sleepless senses still unbound 

And all my heart encircled by a flame, 

But rather as if some splendid flower came 
Waving a magic mist of perfume round, 
And occupied my being itself and wound 

About me with a most imperious claim, 
Coloured as is a choice kaleidoscope ; 

And ever and anon the clouds would rise 

And, as a moon, would beam before my eyes 
That far from closing ever wider ope, 
The form that to the craving clasp of hope 

Pursuing, she retreating still denies. 
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THE SUPERNAL LOVELINESS- 

OuTsiDE a wood upon a summer mom 

Men were disputing — " Why, I saw her plain," 
Said one, " a violet robe — without a stain 

Was hers, and in her hand a lily borne — " 

" Nay, but she held a golden hunting horn," 

The second said ; the third—" She did retain 
A rose ;" and yet another — " there remain 

Red poppies in her hair and plaited com ;" 

The tale of each was different, and I thought 

The wonder that the Fairy of the Wood 

In honest truth-desiring minds has wrought 

In every poet's fancy is made good, 

For Beauty we have seen, yet never could 
Agree as to the panoply she brought ; 
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II. 

Nor as to Love, nor as to Music ; these 

Bum in upon our souis in varied guise. 
As 1 have seen the shades of woman's eyes 

Shift delicately lookers on to please ; 

Love hath the savour of a southern breeze 
To one, the tinting of the northern skies 
To another, and the musicaliy wise 

Before a changeful goddess on their knees 
Bend rapturously ; not to two ahke 

Is the Ideal Ecstasy afforded. 

Behold ! the faiiy vision I have hoarded 
On you with face as different may strike 
As is the land one loves of marsh and dyke 

From mountains by another's longing lauded. 
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THE SUPERNAL LOVELINESS. 



They have seen her in the wood and they confess 
That she is beautiful and queen of hearts, 
But as to e'en the colour of her darts. 

Still more the fairy fashion of her dress, 

They are divided, for one lays the stress 

Upon the folding which her bosom parts. 
Another at her grace of girdle starts, 

A third it may be worships none the less 
The massing of her hair, so in the end 

Reports must differ — but they come to me. 

And as I am a poet I can see 

What each man sees, and satisfied can send 
These wayfarers to supplicate and bend 

Before my including Beauty's perfect knee. 
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THE SPARROW AND THE THRUSH. 

FIRST VERSION. 



He thought he was a bard of equal power 

With others who aforetime twanged the strings, 
Around whose brows the unfading bay-wreath 



Before whose feet the people incense shower ; ■ 
Oh, he could sing ! as in some summer bower 

The nightingale an admiring audience brings, 

So feels our young flushed poet as he flings 
Aside his sonnets, flower after flower ; 

But winter came, reaction of his glow. 
And took away the fervent pith and marrow 

Of the heart that in the heat would overflow, 
And he, the second singer trained at Harrow ! — 

Id a looking-glass beheld himself, and lo, 
The nightingale was nothing but a sparrow ! 
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But Beauty came, and smiled, and he was glad. 
And well content to sweep a humble harp, 
Bringing out at seasons some note strong and 
sharp, 
The echo of some vision he had had. 
The nightingale that had been mute and sad 
Now burst into a sudden flame of song. 
The bird that had been but a sparrow long 
Abandoning his garment brown and bad ; 

For Poesy had said, " my child, the lyre 
Gives out a gracious melody in your hands, 

Be stalwart, be a singer, do not tire ; 
I have my nightingales in many lands, 
But be an English thrush." Who understands, 
May take this double sonnet for his hire. 
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THE SPARROW AND THE THRUSH. 

SECOND VERSION. 

He thought he was a bard who knew the ways 
Of Poesy, and swept the subtle strings, 
As when upon a sudden somewhere sings 

A nightingale, and all the hearers praise 

The sweet bird hidden in the leafy sprays 

And hush towards the harmony she brings. 
When upward each a hand of waiting flings, 

And halting half advanced each foot delays ; 
He thought he was a poet, he was great 

In his own estimation, bone and marrow 

Of genius, trained by cunning eye of fate. 

The second mighty songster reared at Harrow, 
When — in a looldng-^lass upon a gate 

He saw himself perched, and behold, a sparrow ! 
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Then he despaired — but gentle Beauty came 
And laid a cooling palm upon his brow. 
And said, ' my singing bird, be certain now 

I had not fanned thy passion to a flame 

To bring thee unto poverty and shame, 

Nor any who before my footstool bow ; 
He who would write heroic hymns I trow 

Must be himself, as his most lofty aim ;' 

And then she held a glass before his eyes. 

And in it, with a sudden choke and rush 

Of feeling as when hopes achieved flush 

Some sufferer, with a shiver of surprise, 
Himself again he seemed to recognise, 

No nightingale, but a bright-breasted thrush. 
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dan'te and beatrick 

FIRST VERSION. 

I. 

He circled round his Queen — as round a flower 
A hawk moth dances on a summer eve. 
And having sipped its sweets is loth to leave 

And seek some other food-supplying bower, 

So Dante, after fire or icy shower 

Of agony endurfed, ceased to grieve 

For a season, and each circle would achieve 

A nearer stand-point, a more passionate power ; 
And she stood in the centre of the maze. 

The purgatory of his tortured heart. 

And ever and anon the clouds would part 
And Beatrice was clear before his gaze, 
And eyes of adoration he might raise, 

And clean forget that fires and frost-bites smart ; 
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DANTE AND BEATRICE. 



Each circle he was closer — then he turned 
Aside another journey to pursue, 
To brush with weaxy footstep distant dew; 

But that he might be certain thai not spumed 

In anywise was he, that pity yearned 

Towards him, with some flower she would endue 
His lean wom-fingers, with a hare-bell blue, 

Or rose, or hyacinth, whose beauty burned 
Till the next meeting, nourishing his soul ; 

But when the circles slackened to a point, 

And gone was every barrier and joint 

Of walls of separation, with the whole 
Of her sweet self she waited at the goal, 

Not now with any blossom to anoint. 
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DANTE AND BEATRICE. 

SECOND VERSION. 

He circled round his Queen, and nearer grew 
Each fainting drcle, at each meeting place 
His hands with some sweet flower she would grace 

Diverse in perftime, different in hue, 

A gracious rose, or hyacinth-bud blue, 
To summon up the vision of her face. 
To bum before him till his steps retrace 

The well-worn path his former footing knew ; 

But at the last she stood, feir, flowerless, white 

To meet him ; even herself he shall attain 

This time, and having traversed icy plain 
And fiery seas and penetrated n^ht 
Shall stride — worn weary Dante — into light 

And share the sceptre of his lady's reign. 
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ROSES FOR HER. 

Roses for her ! the dark green bays for him, 

To adorn the furrowed brows, (he weary head, 
Over which leases of sorrow had been shed 

As many as on the autumn breezes swim ; 

Lilies for her ! for Dante wreathe a dim 

Grey crown as for one risen from the dead. 
Through every cell of purgatory led, 

For whom hell's horror mantled to the brim ; 

For her the flowers of spring, for him the sere 

And withered branches of the later days — 

O Dante, great worn Dante, whom we praise. 
By all the ages counted first and dear, 
Be thine the flaming ofierings of the year 

Being ended, hers its softer opening sprays I 
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From phase to phase I famt, from song to song, 
Even as the earth, through many changes cast. 
Once molten fire, shines out green at last, 

Nor tarries at a single epoch long; 

My lyre now is plaintive, next is strong 

Swept by a more sonorous passion blasts 
Alone a moment, next my thoughts have passed 

To meet a golden-robed advancing throng ; 
And so I sit and sing ; 1 catch the gleams 

That flit across my mind like butterflies 

Across a flower-bed, and I string my dreams 

Upon a sonnet-necklace as they rise. 

Hoping my gift may meet approving eyes 
Of her who mistress of my fancy seems ; 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



From golden bridge of song to bridge of sighs 
1 leap, from rosy ecstasy to gloom. 
From midday to a twilight darkened room, 

From summer to a winter that denies 

Me lire of words wherewith to sacrifice 

To her who sways the sceptre of my doom, 
From meads melodious to a silent tomb, , 

From sweet blue waters to a sea of ice ; 
But I continue singing — yea I can 

By no means bear me otherwise than this, 

O voice from out the darkness, not a man, 

I seek to strain imagination's kiss 

Into a faint similitude of bliss 

And by my yeaming fires of passion fan ; 
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At times I hit the mark— then am I glad 
In that another jewel of the crown 
My lady carries I have blazoned down. 

To her attire another grace to add ; 

That she may be the gladder I am sad, 

Forgotten for the sake of her renown — 
Yea, let her brow be smoother though I frown 

For ever, she be white though I be bad ! 

But will she hear my singing ? yes — I think 

That even as a stag may stoop its head. 

Or as a sweet pure swan may downward shed 
Her dignity at a muddy pool to drink, 
So may my lady step towards the brink. 

To taste my song may daintily be led. 
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When I hear music I am left alone 

With thee, as if the world were but a wood. 

And king and queen together we two stood 
And occupied in unison a throne, 
Glad leaves against close faces blithely blown — 

Ah, sweet, the vision — this at least is good ! 

That ecstasy of music — if it could 
Incessant be by hearts enchain&d known ! 

For all one's soul is turned into a lyre 
At such limes, and a woman sweeps the strings, 

And every nerve becomes a note of fire. 
And every strained fibre pants and rings 
In answer to the subtle touch that stings 

Us into one wide" flaming of desire ; 
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We are stretched upon a cross of agony. 
Enduring death perpetual at her hands 
That shudders into life — who understands, 

And hath the power to penetrate and see 

My meaning, I am strong to say that he 

Hath traversed many acres of love's lands ; 
Our throats are bound in silken stifling bands. 

One foot is nused, and yet we dare not flee ; 
We are indeed tfu harp itself &\\^ slays 

From heaven to higher heaven of delight, 

She tortures, ever new creates in might, 

New fingered in a hundred lissome ways. 

The strings o'er which her touch seraphic strays, 

Now loosens one, now draws another tight ! 
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THE LEOPARD. 

Sweet leopard, kill me, claw me, anything, 

The more you irritate me I the more 

Shall love the chiding of your velvet paw, 
The more you tease me louder I shall sing, 
The further cast away the closer cling. 

Fiercely repelled more fervently adore ; 

More gracious far than any peace the war 
Of feelings those green catlike glances bring ; 

Be merciful and slay me, let me know 
The utmost sweet abandonment of being. 

The extremity of a delicious woe. 
Love, I am here before thee, ceased from fleeing. 

Be tender if thou canst and strike me so 
That I may die thy face entrancM seeing I 
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TO HAVE BEHELD. 



To have beheld is something — for I might 
Alone with my Ideal have sought in vain 

Through centuries of passionate absent pain 
Along the sunbeam's path the casting light ; 
But I have found it ; though the end be night, 

At least the fact of finding doth remain 

Eternal — that a lily without stain 
Hath blossomed, that a woman hath been white ; 

To have beheld and loved ! if nothing more, 
Vet can there be a greater thing than this ? 
If I behold and love, what do I miss ? 

Am I within the shrine, or at the door? 

Though heart be fainting, every fibre sore, 
If I behold and love, I also kiss. 
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This hath been given, that the thing I sought 
I have also found — a flower I might love, 
A bird to sing to, soft as any dove, 

And supple and as wayward as a thought ; 

Towards me such a worship hath been brought, 
And is it not enough ? I might have sighed 
For such a vision vwifly till I died, 

And pale my marble statue and for nought, 
My mind's ideal — but it is not so, 

The stone is moved and flushes, and I see 
How far more passionately falls the glow 
Across the livii^ features that I know 

Than flame the blossoms of my fancy's tree ; 

O sweet one, when you flash your fece on me 
Grown cold is my ideal and of snow. 
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"AND KEEP OUR SOULS IN ONE ETERNAL 
PANT."— -ffiw/j. 

" In one eternal pant to keep our souls," 

Said Keats ; a poef s motto it might be, 

To plunge for ever to a deeper sea 
Of ecstasy, as each wave tackward rolls, 
Exacting pitiless incessant tolls 

Of riper redder fruit from Love's sweet tree ; 

And, clearly, such the fittest life for me. 
New wine each day from new provided bowls 

Perpetually to sip, yet not to fill 
My craving heart ; and so it is, for you 

Keep all my being in a constant thrill — 
Thou hast creative power to renew 
With every mom the ambrosial passionate dew 

My eager lips are ever prone to spill ; 
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"IN ONE ETERNAL PANT." 



And so from pant to stronger pant I flow, 

Even as my River Thames in downward course 
Boils, whirls, and bubbles with a fiercer force. 

In haste the unfettered open sea to know ; 

So in a great increasing volume go 

My pulses, waxing hotter as the days 
Make more apparent far my lady's praise, 

And as the winter waneth ; even so 

The summer of my love is drawing nigh, 

With sweet May-blossoms and the lilac bloom. 

And all the streets made heavy with perfimie, 
And visions of a softer bluer sky ; 
So with the seasons, with the stream I sigh 

And change and eddy, sparkle and consume. 
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THE PEARL NECKLACE. 

What can I give yoa, sweet ? I am but poor 
As men count riches, yet I have my pen 
That flings aside a ruby now and then. 

Or emerald not all unworthy your 

Acceptance ; seeing I will not endure 

With aught save choicest jewels to bedeck 
That pure unequalled choUsr Parian neck 

What gift of passionate sense can I procure ? 

Well, I will take ray heart and string the same 

Upon a necklace — lady, will that do ? 

Each pearl shall be a sonnet, and its hue 

The brighter, in that tinged with blood it came, 
The dearer, being cleansed in the flame 

That bums incessant sacrifice to you. 
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THE LOVE-PHILTRE. 

"But she will love you, kiss you perhaps, who knows? 

Come take it, don't be foolish," so persuaded 

A simple youth a wtch with featm^es feided, 
And hump-back orthodox, and rusty clothes. 
Pressing upon him hard a magic dose 

By which his love-suit might be swiftly aided ; 

But he recoiled, and, vehement, upbraided 
Her foul intention, saying, " let my rose 

Bloom on and let me wither if so be, 
But let her pierce me with her own sweet eyes 

Deluded by no draught prepared of thee 
Even if heaven to me the truth denies ; 
Thy gift I accept not in anywise, 

Avaunt enchantress, vanish quickly, See !" 
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LOVE AND IMMORTALITY. 

Those magic dreams of boyhood ! passing sweet 

They were, the glimpses swift as when we see 
' From a railway window, field and tower and tree 
Tom by us on the wings of motion fleet, 
The flashes of a fiiture joy to meet, 

A heaven all untrodden yet to be ; 

But present Love transcends foreboded glee, 
As April suns are pale in August heat, 

And youth's romance was but a star beside 
The moon of riper passion ; so I think 

It shall be when we float upon death's tide| 
To a new shore's, another ocean's brink ; 
The draught shall deeper, sweeter, be to diink 

Than dimly in the distance we descried. 
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THE LAST SONNET. 

Your presence is not always with me, sweet, 

As a conscious summer sky to dome me round 
With rapture, or a soft encircling sound. 

Or tenderest embrace of arms that meet, 

Or sense of cool refreshment after heat, 

Or wreath of flowers about my temples wound i 
I seem to lose the treasure I have found, 

And in the distance fade departing feet : 

But, iarf you come, with the old threatening hair, 

And grace and melody of returning spring. 
More cruelly delightful, and more feir ; 

As each successive season seems to bring 

Grass greener, sweeter roses, birds that sing 

The stronger, beauty brighter yet you wear. 
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MR. SWINBURNE'S WORKS. 



A COMPANION TO "SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE." 
FoolKsip tvo., toned paper, d«b, Price 31. 6d. 
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CHASTELARD: A TRAGEDY. 
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Price 31. 6d. 
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" Whitnun a a poet wlui bear* and needs to be read eu 

Ibcn tbe <rolume and tDttcnt of hig power carry the <Liffigii 

with ii and awar— He ii nsaUy a fine feUow."— C^dtminVf J 
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Second Edition. Price 6s. 

AN EPIC OF WOMEN, 

By ARTHUR W. E. ffSHAUGHNESSY. 

WITH SOMB OKIGINAL DESIGNS, BY UB. J. T. NXTTLBSHIF. 



Ti* Academy, Nov, 15, 1870. — "Influences to which 
we should be inclined to refer it are those of a section 
of the French Romantiques, Baudelair and Gautier at 
their head, who set themselves, with a conscious pur- 
pose of Art, and with an immense carefor the technical 
execution, linish and synunetry of their art, to give 
expression to remote phases of supersubtle feeling or 
perverse imagination, to produce fantastic and demo- 
ralized spiritual exotics of the finest colour and per- 
fume There is finished writing in all of them (Mr. 

O'S.'s poems) ... Of the formal art of poetry he is ia 
many senses quite a master ; his metres are not only 
good, they are his own, and often of an invention most 
felicitous as well as carefuL" 

Atkenaum, Nov. 5, 1870.— We have no hesitation 
in avowing our conviction that the volume before us is 
a work that raises high expectations, and were we sure 
that the faults we observe in him are due to inexperi- 
ence and not the result of his own nature, we should 
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predict for Mr. O'Shaugtinessy great success in the 
future . . . With its quaint title and qu^nt illustrations, 
' An Epic of Women ' will be a rich treat to a wide 
circle of admirers . . . Mr. O'Sliaughnessy has obvi- 
ously attempted to deal with the two elements of out 
nature, spirit and matter . . . ' Cleopatra* is a fine poem. 
The picture of the Queen in the first stanza is remark- 
ably beautiful. Among the poems not to be omitted 
from meation are ' A Whisper from the Grave,' and 
' The Fountain of Tears,' noticeable for the fine roll 
of its rhythm. This we should like to quote in its en- 

Examirur, Oct 29, 1870.— "There is a wild sub- 
hmity of imagery in these poems , . . Many of his 
verses are exceedingly beautiful . . . They are like a 
delicious melody that enchants the ear and leaves an 
impression on the sense after the sound has died away. 
The metrical fonnation, too^ is generally marked by 
elegance and accuracy, while the ryhmes are easy and 
graceful." 

Sunday Times, Oct 16, 187a— "The book before 
us seems to announce the advent of a new poet, and 
one adequate to take part in the concert of modem 
singers. There are in the work before us freshness, 
spontaneity and fervour, such as generally mark tkie 
possession of the divine afdatus." 

Weekly DesfaUk, Oct. 30, 1870,— "A distinguished 
living critic has pronounced this author to be another 
Morris. . . . Theie is no doubt that this is a book of 
the highest class. . . . But it is almost too good for our 
busy day, when reading leisure is so scarce. It «■£• 
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geits at once some sunay Ionian isle, not omitting the 
Ionian dances, and the Ionian wine- Of its school it 
is by far the best book we have met with for a long 

Illustrated London News, Nov. 26, 187a — "Mr. 
O'Shaughnessy is not merely a young writer of genuine 
poetic feeling, but his poems in general possess the 
ease and finish of the accomplished artist They are 
usually perfect wholes, — a result the more remarkable 
when viewed in connection with the affluence of his 
lyrical faculty, and the apparent spontaneity of bis in- 
spiration." 

Manchester Guardian, Dec. 7, 1870.— "As we lay 
down this book, there remains a ' singing in the ear,' 
— a singing original, clear, melodious. . . . That his in- 
spiration manifests itself in a truly original mode we 
shall show by illustration ; that all the book bears 
proofs of genius our readers will perhaps believe on 
our word. . . . We welcome such a singer as a genuine 
addition to the bardic circle which holds our faith." 

Court Circular, Dec. 10, 187a — " To the taste and 
culture which characterize the more eminent of modem 
writers of verse Mr. O'Shaughnessy adds a lyrical 
faculty and command of music unequalled, except in 
one or two supreme singers. , . . Not a weak or mean- 
ingless composition disfigures a work almost as ad- 
mirable for its symmetry as a whole, as for the rare 
value of individual poems. ... In their general scope, 
in the aspirations they convey, and the eKperiences 
they record, they stand apart and alone." 

London ; Johh Camdbh Hottkn, 74 and js, FKOdillv 
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Now ready, crawn Svo., ctoth, Price 3s. 61 

THE 

PROMETHEUS BOUND OF ^SCHYLUS. 

TtanslatedintbeOriginalMelresbyC. B. CAYLEY, RA. 



inying out the object which the writer seeks to achieve-- 

.-_ i;__i._L ___j _L L _L. _.j'. _ .^ _L.' ^ Umguiiac, -m 



tsing English readers, through ihe medium 
ttately forms and the sciencuic jn^ncmlea of tne MteeK 
well as in preserviog Ihe spirit of the origuial, the 



Ready, foolscap Svo., Price 6s., a new volume of Poems, entitled 

AMBROSIA AMORIS. 

BY EDWARD BRENNAN, Author Of " BIANCA." 
This day, cloth neat, ss, 

POEMS JFROM THE GREEK MYTHOLOG Y, 

AND MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 
BY EDMUND OLLIER. 
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What he hu written is enough, and mors than enou^ to rive him B 



Now ready, a very choice little volume, Price 4s. 

ANACREON IN ENGLISH: 

Attempted in (he Metres of the Original, 
BY THOMAS J. ARNOLD. 



UNDER THE PEAK; 

OR, JOTTINGS IN VERSE DURING A LENGTHENED 

RESIDENCE IN HONG KONG, 
BY W. T, MERCER, M.A. 
Containing, with many other Poems, the following: — 
A String of Hotig Kong Tlie Hanyang Thistle. 



Kryang's Farewell. The Sun of Hong Kong. 

The Man of Loo. Tlie Tea Ballad. 

ftc &c. &c. 

Loodr^ ■ JOHN CAMDEN HOTfEN. -^ ^ Ticcadilly 
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FO£MS: 

CHARACTERISTIC, ITINERARY, and MISCELLANEOUS. 
BY P. F. ROE. 
Part I.— Rythmical Elchings of Character. II.— Tracings c4 
Ttavd. III.— Minor Poems. IV.— Translations. 

A TRUE PICTURE OF THE MODERN FASHIONABLE WORLD. 

This day, elegantly bound for tlie Drawing-room, Price ss- 

By Post, 5s. 4d. 

THB SB A SO//: A SATIRE. 

By ALFRED AUSTIN. 

*.* An entirely New Edition of the famous Worii, it having been 

out of print seven years. 

*' AmcHif tbc young poelj^ who, dunng the lajit few yean, have made 
AefmeLyesa name amon^ our Dcrgfiboun acrou the srnutB, no ope vrind. 
■t that euentiat end more swiftly than Mr. Austin. At Ills first stjide be 
touched the EoaL His poem was a satire upon nunnem, vtA acandal went 
for BOmctluDg in tbe curiosity it awakened. Hii verse is finished, rapid, 
with a Byronian accent, now tecaliing Pope, now Churchill, rich in anti- 
titeses^ aui dtenched wiih claasical ambroaia. — Katract itata a review, a( 
pages ui length, in the Rtvut dts Dfus MomUi. 

" Mr. Austin has the heart of a true poet, the hrain of a shrewd thinker, 
and tbe pen of an accomplished writer. "^OiiW"" Univtrrily Kagaaint. 

" The best verses of their kind since ' English Bards and Scotcb Re- 
Ttcwers.'"— 7~jtf ^u/H'f 3fr«tf4fvr. 

*'Oaeof the most powerful satires of modem tioies." — Ditify Netur. 

" Mr. Austin^s iplcodid talents as a satinst are beyond all questioiL '— « 

"Worthy of Byron."— ii(mii:K Cautlt. 

'""""in, and we hid hjm hearty speed." — Lsn^^n RtvU<m. 

If cleverness united with truth, could reform the vice* of Londoii 



Society, Mr. Austin mieht rank 
"Keen,glilurini- 



. ,.,._.. -Wiiliiy DiifaldL 

has the soul of a poet and the heart of an honest maik"— 

11 the folHes of the town are passed in review by tSiis stem bat 

" miile Mr. Austin chose to lay on, few would cry ' Hold, enough I' "-* 

" Has not been suipasaed since Byron's iiya." —lilnttrattd Tima. 

cosvictians, will say that tbe censure of Ihissalite is too severe."— iVravs^ 



JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 S 75. HcoadiUy. 
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RECENT POETRY— fow/Mffwif ? 

New Edicioa, beaulifully Illiutiated. cloth, very degint, 
royal Bvo, Price 6s. 

Tff£ VALE OF LANHERNE 

AND OTHER CORNISH POEMS. 

By HENRY SEWELL STOKES, 

lUosIreted wilh Eight very lieiutilul Tinled Lithographs of tha 

bllowiDg most picturesque spots in Cornwall : — 

THE VALE OF LANHERNE. 

THE NUNNERY OF LANHERNE, 

THE CHURCH OF ST. MAWGAN,. 

ANCIENT CROSS OF MAWGAN, 

And Views of the Sea Coast, including 

FALLORY, TREGURRION BAY, THE NORWEGIAN'S 

ROCK, THE EYRY. &c 

In crown 8vo., neat, 3s. 6d. 

PHAEDRA, AND OTHER POEMS 

BY HENRY MARTIN. 

Nearly Ready, 

RECREATIONS AT MAGDALA. 

By CAPTAIN CAMERON, late H.B.M. Consul at Massowah. 

IMFELICIA. 

POEMS BY ADAH ISAACS MENKEN. 
Illustrated with f 



it of the Authoress. 



'*ll ii fidl of pUhos And fcnciiptnr, dispUys a kten appRcutLOn of 

"A loTLiig and deticatfl care has been bestowed on perhaps the dainticGt 
IW^es of vene Uut have t>een i^^uedriir mady yean." — Lioyd' 1 Nr^f'i- 
" Few, if any, could have guessed the pnwer sod beauty o( Ihe tlioughu 

neloSiouT"!^ /. .'moBtuill"y'MwlrCTwas'not*apoe°r^'fhraijgh. 

"There id a passionate tichneas about many of the poenu which u 
uliDost stBTtlinE." — SuHifaj' Tirtrei. 

" What can we lay of this gifled and wayward wnnas, ths exisleoce of 
whoH better nalUR will be augioted for die Ant lime (a miny b> ihe 
pouhumoiu disdonin of this bcok 1 We do not envy the man who, reading 
It, has only M aoecr lor its writer ; nor the wonun who finds it ia ber lieart 
■a tum away wilh averted facn "^ft'eiB Yuri Rnuul TabU. 

"An amazing little book, unhappily poslhuniQus, which a distinguished 
woman hai left as a legacy la mankind and the aseG-" — Saturday RrvU™, 

LoBdoD : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 75, PiccadiUj. 
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« RECENT POETRY— conliHued. 

Just ready, foolscap Svo, neally printed, ss. 6d. 
J!^ACTS 6- FANCIES FROM THE FARM. 
POEMS BY JAMES DAWSON. 
" Hen we have feme very prelty 9xA teadabJe pDeOT— souk of it M 
much above Ihe avenij^ as to waiTuit expectaboTu of somelhiof in b^er, 
and we ilull look forward with inKRSt to the nen voLume from tbe sunc 
\aiA'—Ct>t„ 

Cheap Edilion, paper covers, Price iB. 

In crown Svo. . handsoniely primed. Price 6s. 
THE W0LA7RESS; AND OTHER POEMS. 

BY DR. JAMES WILLS, 
Anlkfr sf " Dramalie Sciais." " Thi Diimicdied." andofvariaia 
PotHial Csnt, ■■■ ■ - ■- 



Blaekvaods Magaatu.' 
[olatreu ' ii to be fbuod is [he ability vii 



which the writer has cootraslcd . 

•cieoce, with a material f^ih that captivates the izDOffiuatioa throueh tha 
wtayAr^Aikmavm, y«ly lilk, 1B68. 

An elegant little volume, bound in blue and gold cannine etlge*. 
Price 4s. 6d. 

LYRICS AND BUCOLICS. 

The Eclogues of Virgil, a Selection from the Odes of Horace, and 
the Legend of the Sibyll. Translated by Herbert Notes, Esq, 

truly refresfaiag after the stiff rendering which had bcco gcnciSiy made of 
Horace'* dunceat compositioD. We become ^^leftil for new renderiaes^ 
which, whilst they retain as much of the spiiit aad force of the original aa 
miulacioiu cau, vehicle the old Roman thoughts thrcu|-h sweet measure*, 
■ad dainty rhyEhmic melodies."— Ztnu'^iK Kfvievi. 

By Ihe same AutAor. 

Just oat. in uniform binding. Price 93. 

AN IDYLL OF IHE WEALD. 

WITH OTHER LAYS Sf LEGENDS. 

By HERBERT NOYES. Esq. 

THE NEW POETICAL SATIRE. 

HORSE AND FOOT; 

OR. PILGRIMS TO PARNASSUS. 

By RICHARD CRAWLEY. 

" m not march through Coventry with them, thal't flat.* 

Crown 8vo., Price 3s. 6d. 

"Whatever may he thought of this spitited satire of £41 hues, no oas 

will Bcciise it? writer of personaJity ; and however hard he may hit some r£ 

the literati of the day. he ap|>eais to write in pcifect good faith, and, in thna 

world,' Mr. Cowley wrilea independently,' and lor tbu moral couiafc w* 
thank him." 

London: JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 75. Piccadilly. 
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